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A Ride to Remember 


Author's Notes: 
Another short raunchy and depraved visual from the mind of Blitz. The full story that spun off from this can 


be read at my personal web site. 


Nikki sped down the road at 2:00 AM, blasting music and fighting back the tears in his eyes. He tried not to 
think of the things Donna had said, but it was so hard. After so many years of marriage, you really knew how 
to hurt a person And she had definitely gotten to him. They'd had a bitter argument, and Donna had brought 
up his previous infidelity years ago, and tossed him out of bed. 


"Why don't you go get it somewhere else, like you always do?!" she had yelled. 


He hadn't cheated in any way since the incident and he resented the fact that she always implied that he did 
during every fight. And the fights were getting more constant. 


He slammed on brakes when he saw the girl. A young, leggy little thing with a pink stripe down the side of her 
long black hair. She had on a short black dress with a hot pink skull on it, hot pink fishnets and black knee high 


boots. She had a very pretty face and gorgeous legs. She was walking down the street and he thought maybe 
she was a stripper or maybe she'd gone to a club and somehow ended up walking home, which wasn't safe at 
all. He backed up to the curb. 


"Hi," he called, wondering if she would think he was some weirdo and ignore him. 


"Hey gorgeous," she said, bending down to look in the car. The night breeze blew her black hair. "You want a 
date?" 


"Get in," he said 
She did. 


He took off and followed her instructions of where to turn. They stopped at a wide alley in an industrial area 


of town. She looked at him, and he could tell she was scared. What kind of hooker was this? 
"You're not some kinda weirdo, are you" she asked. 

"Are you?" he countered. "You're the one who picked this spot" 

She laughed 

‘No, lm not" 

"So what do you charge?" 


"Two fifty’ 


She sounded unsure how he would take that. Like maybe he wouldn't think she was worth it. What the hell was 
she doing? Surely there had to be a better way for a girl like this to make money. 


He paid her. 
She put it in her boot. 
"You're new to this aren't you?" he asked, 


"No," she said, looking away and then back with her guard up. "Look, baby, do you wanna fuck or do you wanna 


talk?" 


"I definitely wanna fuck," he said, slipping a hand between her thighs. No panties, and she'd cut the seat out of 
her fishnets. Nice. "How bout in the back?" 


"| don't do that," she said, looking horrified. 
"| meant the back of the car," he laughed. 

"Oh. Okay’ 

She got out of the car and walked around to the back. He got in on his side. 
She sat there looking self-conscious. 


He undid a few buttons on her dress. Nice tits. Round and perky. He hadn't been with a woman this young in IO 


years. His erection was straining against his pants. 

"Do you kiss?" he asked. 

She had initially decided not to kiss any of her clients, but she looked him over. He was very handsome, a lot 
older than her - probably around 30 - and he had tattoos everywhere as far as she could tell. Even on the 
tops of his hands. 


"You? Yes." 


He kissed her. She returned the kiss, sweetly. He put her hand to his pants and she took the hint and 


unfastened them. She pushed them down, freeing his erection 

‘Not bad, she thought to herself, taking a peek. 

"Play with it a little bit?" he said. 

So she did. She stroked and jerked him. 

"Oh yeah, suck me, baby," he panted. 

"That's extra" 

"That's fine." 

So she started to suck and lick it, and he started to moan, absolutely loving it. He ran a hand through her hair 
and squeezed her breasts while she blew him. 

She fumbled in her pocket for a condom, but before she found one he pulled her by the hips to the edge of 


the seat, lifting her leg over his arm and directing his erection into her, letting out a deep groan. 


"Okay, just don't cum in me," she said. 


He nodded, starting to slide in and out of her. He was so used to Donna, but this pussy was so tight and felt 
like silk. There was no way she wasn't new to all of this. 


She made faces and timid little noises as he fucked her. But over time those noises got louder and stronger as 


he thrust harder and faster. 

He started thinking of Donna while he was inside this girl, and at first he felt really guilty, but then he just 
felt really angry. He started to think about the way lately everything was a guilt trip with her and an excuse 
to lay blame. He started thinking about how things were probably falling apart because she refused to try 
anymore. He was the only one trying and the only one that cared. 

"Hey now," the girl said, putting her hands on his hips to stop him. "Careful with that thing.’ 

‘Sorry baby," he said, slowing down to an even pace. "Like that?" 

"That's good," she said. "Ohhh, that's really good." 

After a moment he realized that this girl was actually going to cum. That was exciting and very novel. He 
hadn't been with a hooker in a long time but they rarely came. They usually faked it and you could totally tell. 
But this girl was not faking. The entire length of her pussy clamped down around him, tight. She let out a 
squeal and grabbed a handful of his hair. He continued to lay the dick to her, and she came screaming. Her 
orgasm was so intense and he was really trying to let her finish but he was on the edge and he almost didn't 


pull out in time. 


Not sure where she wanted it, he came on her inner thigh, close to her pussy but not too close. He rubbed it 


against her thigh. She sighed. 

"Hmm, maybe you need to be paying me," he joked. 

"Funny," she said. "I got bills to pay. And you still owe me fifty bucks." 
"ll pay you if you tell me your name." 

"Kitty." 

"Your real name." 

"Katrina," she said, begrudgingly. 


He paid her what he owed her and took her back where he found her. They pulled up to the curb and looked at 


each other. 


"Pleasure doing business with you," she said with a flirty smile. 


She turned to get out of the car. 


"Hey," he said, grabbing her arm. “Katrina.this isn't what you should be doing with your life. Go to school. Do 


something. Do whatever you wanna do." 
"Okay," she said, not knowing how else to respond to him waxing paternal on her. 
He let go of her, and she got out. 


But when he sped away, instead of waiting for the next car to stop, she just went home. 


